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Happy their end

Who vanish down life's evening stream
Placid as swans that drift in dream

Hound the next river-bend !
Happy long life, with honor at the close,
Friends' painless tears, the  softened thought .of

foes !

And yet, like him, to spend
All at a gush, keeping our first faith sure
From   mid -life's doubt   and eld's   contentment

poor,
What more could Fortune send ?

Eight in the van,

On the red rampart's slippery swell,
With heart that beat a charge, he fell

Foeward, as fits a man ;

But the high soul burns on to light men's feet
Where death for noble ends makes dying sweet ;

His life her crescent's span
Orbs full with share in their undarkening days
Who ever climbed the battailous steeps of praise
Since valor's praise began.

His life's expense
Hath won him coeternal youth
With the immaculate prime of Truth ;

While we, who make pretence
At living on, and wake and eat and sleep,
And life's stale trick by repetition keep,
Our fickle permanence